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" Our sheep have all died off. ... We're in a bad wa;
as regards sheep, but Fve brought you some pears from rrr
own garden for old time's sake." He hoisted a sackful o
pears damaged by the journey out of his wagon and, will
eyes averted remarked : " Our pears are good, ven
good. ..." Then he hurriedly said good-bye.

While Miron was galloping out of Millerovo, Pantaleimon
was at the railway station. A young German officer wrote
out a pass for him, questioned him through an interpreter,
and benevolently told him :
" You can have a pass, but remember that you need an
intelligent government. Elect a president, a Tsar, or what
you will, provided he has some statesmanship and carries
out a loyal policy m regard to Germany/*
Pantaleimon stared at him with unfriendly eyes, took his
pass and went^to buy his ticket. Arrived at Novocherkass,
he was amazed at the number of young officers in the town.
They crowded the streets, were sitting in the restaurants,
and flocked around the Ataman's palace and the court of
justice where the Council was to be held.
In the house set apart for the delegates Pantaleimon met
several other cossacks from his district. The delegates were
mainly composed of cossacks, there being only a few officers
and rather more representatives of the provincial inielli*
gentsia. The talk centred around the question of electing a
provincial government, but only one thing emerged clearly :
an ataman must be chosen. The names of several popular
cossack generals were being bandied about, and the merits
of respective candidates discussed. But none appeared to
be satisfactory.
One of the men taking part in the discussion, a lieutenant
and district delegate, spoke with some heat:
" What do you mean, * there isn't any suitable man ? '
How about general Krasnov ? "
" What Krasnov ? "
" Gentlemen, aren't you ashamed to ask ? He's a famous
general, commander of the third cavalry corps, intelligent,